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Eozthy and Honour'd 
Michael Godfrey, Eſq; 


LATE 


DEPUTY - COVERNOUR of the RorYAL BANK 
of ENGLAND: 


Unfortu: nately Slain by a Cannon Ball, near His Majelty's 
Perſon, the I renches, at the Siege af NAMOURKE. 


By & SETFEE. 
LEES SOTEELAFELEELIEGOLEEEICI ORE IEE) 
_ "f 0OO Ry Printed, and are to be Sold by Rico. Baldwin, 


- near the Ox Ll Arms- Inn, int arwick Lane, 1695. 
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FUNERAL TEAR 


To the MEMORY of the Worthy and Ms d 


Michael Godfrey, Eſq; «- 


V IR TUE; that Plamesthe Gredt/and DeckstheFatr, 


R eligion's 'Eldeſt Mate, and Heau'r's Co Her! 
VIRTUE, that Perfuth'd Balm, whoſe Fragrant Brebth 
Ar once both Softens LTFE, ind Swettens DEATH; 
At Thy Untimeh, and Lamentted 'Fall, 

No Common Tears 'tttalt wait Ttiy FU IN ERAL 


So our lov d GODFREY fell! A more mourn'd Head 
W as never Lodg'd in HO NO UR's Fark Bet 
Hard- fated Loyalty ! Thou camf&'tt Pay 
A. Bended Knee ; but Profirate Life tnalt Lay. 
When the too been Devourer, WAR, in all 
His o___ Fires, Bright Steel, or Sooty Bal, 


I  Doals 


Pe ae ern Gat eta - w—_— bag - 
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Doals round his Deaths 'mongſt his ownSlaughter'd Sons, 
The Crimſon Stream there but Haſf pitied, runs : 

Burt at. this T hunder's too Ill guided Blaſt, 

War Bluſht, and-ev'n Belong ſtood agaſt 

Che Diſmal Tale ro England's Mourning Shore, 

With broken Trumps the Poſting Tritons bore : 

The W ayling Nereids the {ad Accents felt ; 

Nor cou'd their Eriny Neptune lels than melt. 

Burt, of Thy Mourners, Fair A UGUST A's Chicf ; 
So Vaſt her Loſs, and Intereſted Graf: 

Nor cou'd her own fad Plaints, and murm'uring Cries, 
For her dear GO D FR'ET's Funeral Rites luffice ; 
Both from her Greſham, and her Floating Walls, 

A. Brethren-Troop of all Wet Eyes ſhe calls. 

One Trickling Tear too, from Britannia run ; 

The Pious Sorrow for her Darling Son. 

Batth, with all his Bolts Commiſfion'd Rage, 

That T beatre of Fate, that Bloody Staxe, 

AXced, alas! but Half Thy Tragick Part : 

BELGTIA's the Blow, but AL BI O N's is the Smart. 


But, hark! methinks Thy Fame's ſweet Trumpet ſounds 
That Tuneful Muſick ' ore Thy Glorious Wounds : 
The Angry BOLT, by an Exchanging Stroke, 

The GODFREY for the Ranſom'd C AESAR took. 


Thy 


- -— oterdGoo Duagy 26 PAD. - +» Aves > Jt 5s 


Ss 
Ae NET UV BO. . EA woullS OORGRER. w70  -OAr ae 2 A”. — —_— ——— 


——_ @ ag] ft bes: <4 2 Aoi 4 5. 


Sc de. OT TU TIEN ET oo TORR. 7 Ar ee GA” ————————————— 


Auguſta Lachwmans. - 


Thy Interpoſeng Breaſt to Catch: the Blow 

Aim'd at Great WILLIA M's Life and EUROPE's too. 
W hil'{t "Thou the T wtelar Bar to That dire Doom, 
Champion of Britain, Fence of Chriſtendom, 

'Thus Fan ; Oh! ſet that Single Fame out-pride 

A Manſoleum, or a Pyramide. 

Since Thou muſt Bleed ; fo Bleed ! Nor is it more, 
Than Thy Great Predeceſſor did Betore : 

VWhole iAartyrdom Thy equal Glory Sings ; 

The GODFRET's Race ev'a born the Shield of Kings ! 


But, at the Shock of this Lamented Blow, 
(So deep the Channels from our Sorrows flow ;) 
Yer ſtill, if poſtible, evn to Rebate 
A little the keen Edge of 'Thy Hard Fate ; 
From Fikal Eyes no ſtreaming Currents glide, 
Nor Sabled Widow {wells the Briny Tide : 
Some Mercy, ev'n in Cruelty, there ſhin'd, 

And Thy too angry Stars were yet fo Kind, . 
At leaſt, thole Drowning Streams of Grief to lave : | 
No Portia, nor Cornelia, waits I hy Grave. 


What, tho'no Childrens Cries | Beneath Thee none ! 
Enough that All, Around, Thy Loſs bemoan! 
Enough Thy Country is a Mourner here! 
| Enough the Pitying NAS SAQ drops a Tear ! 
B Enough ! 


| 
| 
| 
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Enough !---Too much, what thy fad PARENT bears ! 
The Fountain of thy LIFE, the Fountain of thy TEARS! 


And our ſoft trickling Drops, th' Effteminate R ain, 
Bedews th' Inexorable Grave in vain: 

Beyond thoſe Sorrow's Pompous Cavakade, 

Thou haſt thoſe Funeral Rites yet ſtill unpaid, 

That deeper Mourning Dye; A warm, warm Flod 
Of Nobler Crimſon Currents, 'I ears of Blood : (pours, 
Streams, which Great WILLIAM's Conqu'ring Vengeance 
And Fair BRIT ANN/A's Glorious T hunder ſhow'rs : 
Whilſt Trembling Galia's V Vounded Sides, all goard 
By her Bold Hunter's keen purſuing Sword ; 


Nay, after all Thy Herſes Sable Train, | 


_ Her flowing Gore a Tribute to Thy Orn, 


Thy very Enemies Thy Loſs ſhall Mourn. 


The Lovelieſt Graces, that adorn Mankind ! 


So Mourn'd, and,Oh !ſo Loft ! that Worth,where ſhin'd 


For, Oh! How vaſt a Maſs enricht that MIND ! 


TRUST, and Fair FAITH were & entirely Thine, 
ThyBR EAST the gzarry to I R UTH's Golden Mine. 
Did'{t Thou but PROMISE, 'twas Thy Stamp & Seal ? 


| Like Deſtiny, admitted no Repeal: 


Thy W OR D Thy Honoxr, Bond, and Oracle. 


Cou'd 
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( bind; 

Cou'd Gallick LEAGUES or OATHS but half fo 
With half Thy TRUTH the fullied Lites ſhin'd, 
Long, long had EU ROPE's Bloody Flag been Furl'd, 
And Halcyon Peace had Brooded o're the W OR LD. 
No Foreign Bolts had all theſe Sorrows coſt : 
W ar's T hunder had been Huſht; Nor GODFREY Loſt. 
How Rich the Furmture t a Private Breaſt ? 
What Wealth had evin One Little World Pofleſt 2? 
Oh! might the Greater Globe Thy Pattern'd Honour rule : 
How Courts, States, Crowns, might Learn, ev'n from Thy 


( Gity-School. 
Faith, th' Atlas of the World, Society, A 


Converſe, aud Commerce ; evn Humanity 

It felf, our whole Great AL L's upheld by THEE. | 
If an Inviolate VVORD is that Rich Mine; 

Oh, GODFREY! were all Breafis but fill'd like T hine ! 
Nay, wou'd our Nobleſt Lips but Breathe like T hee, 

Her Face evn GREAT NESS, in Thy Mirronr, ſee: 
No Unpaid Scarlet then, in Bluſhes dy'd ; 

No Gity Groans wou'd ſhade the Gay Core Pride : 
In-what True State would Engliſh Grandeur move ? 

The Knees Below bent to the Heads Above! 

The Byrſe the Honour'd Palace wou'd Carels; 


And the Poor Phnxgb, the Gawdy Chariot Blels, 


TRUTH, 
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TRUTH, that Fair Jem in GODFRET's Caxket (cr, 
'T har ev'n his Furrs might ſhame the Coronet. 

Did Thy FRANK SOUL inevry Boſome rexon, 
# alſebood and Fraud, with all their Vigard Train ; 

Nay, that Court-Shadow, Flatt'ry, vaniſhe quite ; 
Heay'ns ! VW hat a Fogg wou'd Clear betore ſuch Light ? 


Nor did Thy MO R AL Glres only ſhine, 
An equal Homager to Truth DIV I NE, 


| More Faithful Knee our Altars ne're cou'd Grace, 


* Sir Elm. 
Godfrey. 


Deſcended from Religion's , CHAMPION-RACE. 
And where that Glorions MART Y R's Image reigns, 
(Enricht both by His VIRTUES, and His VEINS) 
Well might th' Hereaztary Beams inſpire, 


* Enhghbtend by luch Tranſmigrated Fire. 


Let Cloyſt rers vainly boaſt, Rekgion dwells 
In Solitary Grotts, and Lonely Cells ; 
Born only for T bemſetves, think H E A.V 'N to pleaſe; 
The Drones of Life, in all the Raft of Eyſe. 
No fach dull Wreathes Thy T emples did adorn ; 
GODFREY was ne'r to\Lazy Virtues born. 
BUS'INESS, Shlotb's Shame, Life's Honourable T oyl, 


And Induſtry's fair Growth, His Harveſt Pile ; 


Far as Seas rowl, or Canvas Wings can fly, 


NATURE his Garden, EART H his Granary; 
Like 


* Auguſta Lachwmans. : 
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Like th' Hybla-Forager ; from each kind Flow'r 

To his Rich Hive the laded Sweets he bore : 

Or like the more fam'd Bird of the Proud E:?, 

In a V/arm Sun Built his own Spicy Neſt. 

Nor did His Soaring SOUL lels AGive move ; 

Not Clogg'd Below, to check her Flight Above - 
No; His Pors'd CARE held the great Balance evn 
Betwixt the Buſy World, and Studied Heawn. 

Nay, the more Worldly Bleſſmgs that he reap'd, 

But Plum'd and Wing'd his PIET Y : As They heap, 
He look'd up to the Soxrce from whence T hey flow'd ; 
And but Paid Heav'n the more, the more He Ow d. 


INDUSTRY evn came in before the Plough, 
E're Man the Fig-Leaves wore, or Sweating Brow : - 
And our Great Sire, by the CREATOR gracd, 
In His Ontild, Onforfeit EDEN placd : 

In his Rich Soyl the Lord of Humane Kind, 

Had ſtill ſome Charge, fome Truft, ſome T ack, aſlign'd ; 
In his High Seat held nat chat Sheggiſh Blils, 

_ Either to Lulf or Back, tho' evn in Paradice. 


If INDUSTRY did to Thy Port tall, 
Whether Thy Fate, Thy Chance, Thy Choice, or All; 
That Penetrating WTT, DEPTH fo Profound, 
JUDGMENT fo gxick, INTEGRITY fo Sd; 
On. By 
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* Royal 
Bank. 


By Nature Form'd and Stawpt for Charge and Truft, 
Thy Hand was Fted, and Thy Stars were Juft. 
Thus all the Active Poſts our GODFREY held, 

No more than His Creatzon-Work tullfill d. 

F atiegne was but Thy Play; and Buſineſs more 

he Plume Thy Brow, than Load Thy Shoulders wore. 
His Globe Thy Atlas with that Eaſe ſuſtain'd, 

And lo all Sprighth Thy Minerva reign'd ; 

That Genius and Diſpatch, as cou'd go hw 

At once the Martha's Tak, and Mary's too. 


Thus at Thy * Helm of GOLD, Thy Short-hwV/d Pride, 
No Abler, T ruſtier PILOT Hand cou'd Guide: 
That fair Foundation R OY AL, that (if my 
Too poor Propheticks may dare Speak fo high) 
Beyond her yet too Narrow Leaſe, ſhall ſtand, 
With its Unſhaken Head, nill Time's laſt Sand. 


W hoſe Circulating Warmth ſhall never ceaſe, 
At once the Nerves of W AR, and Veins of PEACE £ 


Commerce, Arts, Arms, all her own fair Increaſe, 
A TREASURY, from whoſe Diffuſrve Mine 
Our Glebe ſhall Fatten, and our THRONE ſhall Shine. 


This Honour'd Sphere of Conftellated W OR TH, 
Saw her Lovd GODFR ET's (miling Morn ſt forth, 


And 
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And thy fad Serting too.----And here, in all 
The Pitying Dew does at that Setting tall, 
From Thy kind Pylades, Thy + FRIEND and MATE, + Sic #7! 


} Scowen. 


The Tend'reſt, * Neareff W IT NESS of Thy F'ate, > Bring 
Is the Firſt Tribute paid. And, Oh! a more Yards ofthe 
Than Common Pity, LOVE here {wells the Show'r | 
That Love, and Faithful Amity, that ſupplies 

Art once his o're-charg'd Breaſt, and flowing Eyes. 

True Mourner, Friend ; vay, & add one Tatle more, 

Thy Truft, Worth, Virtnes, all, True SUCCESSOR ; 

Thy Treble HEIR.-.--So a Fair Roſe full grown, 

Off from the Stakk by ſome rude Tempeſ# blown ; 

The next T'win-Bloſſom, the next Morning-Dawn, 

Op'd, Spread, and Dreft in the ſame Crimſon Lawn ; 

On the ſame Branch a New fair Pendant Jem, 


With the ſame Sweets new decks the Widow'd Stem. 


Well, Patriot GODF RET, flincc it is Decreed, 

” Such Pubick MERIT muſt Untimely Bleed ; 

The Great DISPENSER for Thy Doom declares, 

And our Fuft Grief ſhall Pay T bee all it Dares - 

Hard-fetter d Sorrow ! Our poor Tongue-ty'd W oe 

May Wayl, but muſt not Murmur at the Bbw. 

ef (give! 
How War, more Blind than Love, his Wounds do's 

So Call'd to Dye, what moſt Deſerv'd to Live! 
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The Puſhing V/ arriour plays that Deſp'rate Game, 
And only Sets a Life, to YYin a Name. 

War is the Mart of Honour, to ſupply 

Th' Onfurniſht Brow ; whilſt at a Price ſo High, ; 
'Tis they that Want it, thither come to Buy. 

Let Meaner YVYorth, then, ſeek out Martial Fields, 

To Raiſe that GLORY Blood and Danger builds, 
HONOUR, Alas! was all 'I hy Own before ; 

Evin Lawrels to Thy Brow cou'd ſcarce add more. 
Thy Brighter Olave Chaplet ſhin'd fo Fair, 
Renown Thou thither Broughtſh, not Soughtſt it there. 


V Vhar' Battle, but the Lottery of Fame ? 


And now, for the Loft Sweets to ſtrew Thy Tomb ; 
Sweets, that in th'\ Herawd's Garden ne'r could Bloom: 
A Garland of thoſe Flow'rs, which all his Field 
Of poorer Or, nor Argent, ne'r cou'd yeild. 

Ler Prouder GR EA'T'NESS be with Scatcheons- bleſt ; 

And glory in a Title, and a Creſt 
Honours, VVealth, Dignities, their narrower Pride 

A ſmall Szcceſſon, and few Heirs, divide. 

They who that Ampler Patrimony claim, 

A Virtuous Memory, and a Good Name ; 

"Tis They dye truly Rich : They leave behind 

A Legacy to no les than all Mankznd. 


FINTS. 


